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THE CINDERELLA GAME 




BY GENE MARKEY. 


Chronicle of an Attempt to Repeat the Incidents of an Ancient Tale. 


M ft. OTTO BROWN, leaded for- 
vard on the divan and per* 
milted a bellboy to hold a 
match to his cigarette. Then, 
dropping a quarter into the 
bellboy's ready hand, he settled back 


up at a certain lighted window on 
the fifth floor of tho hotel, it seemed 
a night made for romance. 

* * * ♦ 

STARTLING as the revelation may 
^ sound—since you have seen him 


A'ith the t-igh of a gentleman, who I aa a guest at an expensive hotel at 
has just enjoyed an excellent din- i French Springs—Otto Brown was a 


and blew a puff of smoko ccil- 
ingward. A moment later another 
bellboy hastened toward him. 

“Chicago evening papers, Mr. 

Brown?" 

"Thank you," nodded tho young 
man. not too languidly, and dropped 
a quarter into this bellboy's hand. 
If there was one thing Mr. Brown 
J'kf it was service.—and at French 
Springs tho entire staff of tho Co¬ 
rona Hotel seemed to make a heroic 
•ff«*rt to give it to him. 

Tt must be admitted that Mr. Brown 
as he lounged on the great divan. In¬ 
tent upon the Chicago evening papers, 
presented a somewhat pleasing ap¬ 
pearance. There was no guest at 
French Springs who looked so exceed¬ 
ingly well in a dinner coat, and his 
sleek black hair and regular fea¬ 
tures caused many a lady passing in 
th<- lobby to look upon him admir¬ 
ingly. 

Had one of these, by chance peered 
over his shoulder, she would have 
•pen that the young man's gray eyes 
wer*' scanning only the "society" 
columns of the sheaf of nepppapers 
o;i his knee. As he opened each in 
turn he turned at once to the chron- 
'■ led doing of Chicago society. And 
wren he had finished the last of 
-hern, a bland expression, something 
akin to satisfaction, might have been 
observed to settle over his counte¬ 
nance. With a careless lift of tho 
pvt brows he summoned another bell¬ 
boy. dropped a quarter into his prac¬ 
ticed hand, and allowed him 'to carry 
away the armful of crumpled papers. 

Then Mr. Brown bestowed his at- 
t»ntion on the passing groups of 
guests. Moat of these were known 
t t him, and not infrequently was he 
th#- recipient of a sweet smile from 
some overdressed mama with a mar- 
riageable daughter, or some lan¬ 
guishing lady who had been married 
to#* long to tho same husband And 
t-• each the young man bowed, with 
a smile that was uniformily imper¬ 
sonal. He seemed to be looking for 
some one. 

Behind a clump of palms of the 
grand staircase, Mrs. Bumble, wife of 
the Indianapolis bean king, paused 
and clutched the arm of her daugh¬ 
ter. Annabel!©. 

'There’s a dance tonight isn’t 
there?" queried Mrs. Bumble, who 
was a large woman with henna-cd 
hair and fat. powdered arms. 

"T’h-huh." Annabelle. the flapper. 

nodded. 

Why don't you ask Mr. Brown if 
h*» doesn't want to go with us?" 

“oh. now. Mamma—” 

‘Listen. Everybody says he's a 
* iit'di. You know w hat your father’s 
theory is: when you want a thing— 
go g* t it.'* 

' But, Momma, you can see your¬ 
self that lie's crazy about Gloria 
Lee. ,# 

'See here, when ho finds out who 
w'e are in Indianapolis perhaps he’ll 
change his mind " 

■ But she has money, too. She's 
supposed to be tho wealthiest girl in 
Virginia." 

“Who said so?" demanded Mrs. 
Bumble militantly. “A lot of hotel 
gossips! I just wish I knew some¬ 
body in Richmond!" 

I.' said Annabelle, "like Gloria 
Le# - . I think she a very beautiful.” 

' Humph!" snorted her mother. 


At th; 


barber. Otto Brown, in real life, had 
tho second chair in the Hotel Seville 
barber shop, and because tho Seville 
is Chicago’s most ultra-ultra hotel, 
ho had succeeded, during his twelve 
years of barbcring, in amassing, from 
tips, wages and what not, a round 
sum of money. 

In the shop ho was known only as 
Otto; doubtful it is if three persons, 
aside from the employes, knew that 
he possessed another name: yet his 
clientele was large and fashionable. 

Through all the years (he had but 
recently turned 30) Otto Brown had 
but one ambition—to be a gentleman, 
meaning a man who dresses for din¬ 
ner each evening and can afford to 
keep a town car. 

At one time in his tonsorial career 
It had been his wont to follow the 
seasons. That is, from January to 
April he would attach himself to the 
shop of some largo hostelry in Palm 
Beach; from April to September ho 
would ply his trade at Atlantic Pity; 
to the mountains for the Autumn—or 
Pinehurst or California--and Chicago 
for two or three months around the 
holidays. In this way ho managed to 
familiarize himself with practically 
every fashionable resort in America, 
and to know how the people who fre¬ 
quented them lived, dressed, talked 
and idled. 

It was something of a liberal edu¬ 
cation. He had learned, for Instance, to 
differentiate tho born gentleman and 
the self-made type. And it wus upon 
the real gentleman that he, both con¬ 
sciously and unconsciously, patterned 
his own manners and tone of voice. 

In the Spring he made his groat de¬ 
cision. For months Otto had been 
planning in his mind a vacation. Not 
a Summer vacation—such as the av¬ 
erage barber would take, at a cheap 
resort on an inland lake—but a vaca¬ 
tion do luxe. Thus it was that, late 
in March, he decided to spend three 
weeks at French Springs—as a gen¬ 
tleman. 

On the details of the adventure the 
young man spent many hours of care¬ 
ful thought. Grateful he was that, 
years before, he had taken up the 
ancient and royal game olj golf—for 
golf at a place like French Springs is 
utterly essential—and years of prac ¬ 
tice upon the municipal links of Chi¬ 
cago had made of him a fair player. 
Otto had always dressed well and had 
for a barber a rather extensive ward¬ 
robe. Having the season before per¬ 
mitted himself the extravagance of a 
tweed golf suit, the only clothes he 
needed to purchase were a Tuxedo, 
some white flannels and appropriate- 
shoes. Never in his life had he 
owned a dinner coat, but because he 
knew that it should be a first-class 
one he begrudged not th#- $200 that 
the tailor on the avenue charged him. 

This left only the matter of riding 
things. It was the thought of riding 
that caused him more vorry than any¬ 
thing else. French Springs, like 
many another Spring and Autumn 
resort, was more famous for its bridle 
paths than for its mineral waters, 
and appearance there in riding clothes 
was quite as important to th»- daily 
program as dressing for dinner. But 
the barber of the Seville had a pan¬ 
icky aversion to horses. Yet he must 
have riding clothes, so ho made a 
pilgrimage one evening to the North 

int of Ic 


Chicago, smiled upon him almost 
with deference. And Otto Brown was 
happier than be had ever been in his 
life. 

By day he idled on the broad, sunny 
veranda of the hotel, or played golf; 
by night he fox-trotted with the 
daughters of the rich. The only awk¬ 
wardness that marred the life came 
in connection with the hotel barber 
shop. Each time ho passed its open 
door and scented the hair tonics and 
heard the gurglo of the electric mas¬ 
sage machines and the crisp voices 
of the barbers saying, "Next gentle¬ 
man!" he experienced a distinct sen¬ 
sation of uneasiness. 

But, taking tho adventure all in all, 
he- was getting away with it splen¬ 
didly. When the guests at the 
Corona descended to tho lobby each 
morning they discovered Mr. Brown 
in riding clothes. He had, he said, 
risen early for a canter. Sometimes 
he would sit around in equestrian at¬ 
tire all morning, slapping his boots 
with his crop and talking enthusias¬ 
tically of the joys of the bridle path 
—but he had always jUst returned 
from a ride; no ono ever saw him 
actually on a horse. 

* * * * 

HPHEN toward the end of the 


first 
and 
It is 


i v-ry moment the object of j sl,i * Ri< ? lne Academy, and by di 
i .. I ni'rsiiiiflion and mnnev 


week Gloria Lee arrived 
straightway Otto lost his heart, 
onlg fair to state that he lost it upon 
gazing for the first tim#- at the beauty 
of her liair and her blue eyes an t 
her superb figure—before any one 
hinted that she was an heiress. 

That night there was a "hop" in the ! 
hotel ballroom, and he was duly pp • 
sented to her. and without a thought ; 
of consequences fell instantly and 
completely in love. Never had he 
been privileged to know such a girl' ( 
Her soft, southern voice, he told him¬ 
self dazedly, was music—and when '• 
she smile«l- 

Gloria Ix*c. it must be admitted, did j 
not discourage his interest in her, and 1 
though fur th#* first three days every * 
man in tho pla«*.- raced in pursuit of 
h«-r, after a week th«* field narrowed 
down to two: Mr. «»tt#» Brown, sup¬ 
posedly wealthy young man from * 
Chicago, ami Mr. Felix l*igg* tistiek« r. 
a wealthy young man—fr#*m Kala¬ 
mazoo. 

Felix Piggersticker was tall and 
blond and good-looking. If#' was an 
excellent horseman land in this h* 
outpointed «>tto, t#*r Gloria L# •»* lov*-«i 
horses and rod#- magnificently), but | 
he was also a blatant egotist. Be¬ 
fore Gloria h« managed always t## 
app«*ar the p« rfect suitor And this, 
in itself, is an art. 

One morning, as Otto was standing 
on the hotel veranda with Mrs. Bum¬ 
ble and h#T daughter Annab# 11#-. Pig- 
genstickrr and Gloria ro«i#> tip t#»- 
g«th#*r, flushed fr#*in their « ant. r. 
looking for all th#- worl#l like a 
healthy young god and goddess. 

"My!’’ said Mrs. Bumble maliciously. 
"Aren’t they a ban some « ouple?" 

What Otto lost in not riding with 
Gloria he mad#* up at golf. She had 
nevt-r played golf, and lie was t#-acli- 
ing her; and the two of them were 
spending each day an inordinately 
long time on the course. This was 
Ott*.’s inning, for Felix I'iggensticker's 
golf was atrocious. 

So for a week Gloria played about 
with each of them in turn and 
seeme.l unable to make up her mind. 
Sometimes she pr» f#-rn#l Otto, some¬ 
times Piggensticker, and th*- affair 
attracted great interest among the 
guests of the Corona Hotel. 

F# lix’s attitude toward Ott 
tend#d to be disconcerting. 


^THL’S far the barber of tho Seville 
had played in amazing luck. 
There were fortunately no Chicago 
people at French Springs, and by- 
following in the newspapers each day 
the movements of Chicago society 
he was able to assure himself that 
n«>n© were on tho way. In a way, 
there was something of the zest of 
adventure about this masquerading 
as a gentleman. For, should the 
papers herald the arrival of some 
notable from the Sooty City, it would 
be up to Otfo to pack bis bags and 
flee. • • • 

And yet tonight, us ho paced the 
dewy lawn undo* LNe moon and wait¬ 
ed for Gloria Lca, Te told himself 
that it would be Impossible to leave 
French Springs while she was th%rr— 
impossible even though exposure 
were threatened. For he was in lot© 
now—hopelessly, heud-over-hecls in 
love. All his life had he dreamed of 
the love of a great lady k and some¬ 
thing in his heart seemed to tell him 
that, incredible as it might sound, 
the great lady from Virginia did love 
him. Gloria Lee, the heiress, loved 
Otto Brown, the % barber. Though, of 
course, she didn’t have any idea that 
he was a barber! 

A moment later he was aware that a 
shadow had fallen across th»- carpet 
of moonlight on th#- lawn. • * • 

Then she was coming toward him 
through the velvet shadows under 
th* tre.-s. 

"What a marvelous night!" 

Otto Brown, the lover, le nt over 
her two hands and kissed them. Then 
he looked deep into h#r eyes. "This 
night," ho said, "was mad#- for you— 
and me.” Of a truth, our barber 
should have dwelt in the romantic 
days of plunu-d hats and rapiers! 
Gloria Lee gazed wistfully at the 
moon, 

"What,” he asked, clinging to one 
of her hands, "are you thinking 
about ?** 

"I’m thinking," mused the girl 
dreamily, "how perfectly Chappy I 
am. • • •" 

'Twer#- a br#-u#-h or good taste, 
really, t** spy up*#n our barber in his 
love-making. s.» sufii* * it t«# say that 
er*- th*- n«-w moon had slipped down 
behind th#* scraggly elm Gloria Lee 
was in his arms and he was i#-)ling 
h#-r hr* ,‘tthh‘ssly that be had loved 
her from th#- first moment he saw 
her; and sh#-. with her ey«s closed 
and h# r parted lips close to his. wait¬ 
ed t«» !>.• kiss# d again. 

Som# tirn»- lat« r they strolled, hand 
in hand, back t*» th#- hotel to th* ball¬ 
room, where they (lamed ev.-ry re¬ 
maining dance tog# ther. This fart. 
c«*uple*i w ith th* radiance of their 
smiles, set ev-ry tongue in the place 
wagging, and it was d# Unit* ly d< - 

• ided that th#? Lee girl and young 
Brown w»re engaged 

* * * * 

yinilLE this highly agrtiabl.- little 
** interlude was being play#-d out 
und* r the moon Felix l’igg#nsticker 
sat nursing his bitterness in a corner 

• *f the lobby, smoking innumerable 
cigarettes. P r. having seen Gloria 
walk «#ut alone to in#*#-t his rival, 
small wonder that Mr Piggensticker 
feit ups# i. In his heart a great 
wrath was simmering He had a dis¬ 
tinct feeling of hav ing loved and lost. 
\ girl from tli. telegraph desk cross¬ 
ed the marble floor and handed old 
Grubb, the night clerk, a yellow tele¬ 
gram. 

A moment lat* r ##ld Gubb ran a 
plump hand over his bald head and 
readjusted his glass#-s nervously. 


thought struck Felix like a flaring 
rocket. His hands holding tho tele¬ 
gram fairly shook. 

"Why," cried Piggenstlcker, his 
voice trembling with excitement, 
"don’t you know? Who answers the 
description? Brown, of course—this 
fellow who calls himself Brown!” 

"Brown?” echoed old Gubb. 

"Brown!” gruffed the house de¬ 
tective. 

“Why, certainly! Can’t you see It? 
The whole thing’s as plain as day. 

1 knew there was something queer 
about that bird from the first!" And 
lowering his voice, our barber’s rival 
proceeded to make known his suspi¬ 
cions. 

"Otto Brown’s your man," he an¬ 
nounced almost Jovially; "there’s no 
doubt about it!" 

The house detective shifted his hat 
over the other eye and tried to look 
very professional indeed. Old Gubb 
looked worried. 

"But Mr. Brown," he protested 
feebly, "always seemed like such a 
nice fellr/w—gentlemanly and-*’ 

"Gentlemanly!" cried Piggonstieker. 
Of course! That’s his gain#-—that’s 
how he swindles people. Take my 
advice and arrest him tonight." 

The night clerk's faded blue eyes 
were troubled. 11 A liked Mr. Brown. 
"But you must have some proof," he 
objected. "You couldn’t arrest a guest 
without som«- proof." 

"Hold 'im op K’picion,” crowlfd 
Daggett. He liked the idea of mak¬ 
ing arrests. This one would undoubt* 
« dly prove a sensation, and if tho mat 
were Eddie the Dude," what a feather 
in his hat! "Yep." he nodded, "w# 
c’d hold ’im on s'pieion." 

"But.” protested old Gubb, "if it’s a 
mistake-" 

Piggenstlcker would have liked, of 
course, to see his rival arrested that 
very night—but caution told him It 
were better to have a complete case 
against Otto Brown "See here," he 
went on. tapping the desk with hit 
linger, "I can wire my Chicago agenl 
tonight to look Brown up. There’ll 
he an answer the first thing in the 
morning—and you can pinch him 
then." 

* * * ♦ * 



“YOU’LL SEE WHETHER IT S 
A JOKE OR NOT/’ REPLIED THE 
HOUSE DETECTIVE GRIMLY. 


VHIIKX Gloria dt*scen#led for break- 
fast the next morning. Otto, at¬ 
tired as usual in riding things, rose 
from a chair to greet h# r. a great love 
shining in his eyes. For an instant 
they surveyed eseh other, half criti- 
• -ally, as lovers have from time im¬ 
memorial on the morning after the 
*l**elaration of their lov**. it was as 
if they had grown new selves the 
night before, and these new selves 
were seeing each other for the first 
time in the light of day. Then Gloria 
lowere.l her eyes, and, there being no 
i*ne about. Otto bent swiftly over h*-r 
hands an#l kissed them. 

"You'vo n#» idea." he said huskily. 
h«*w wonderful you are. - ' 

1 have, though." replied Gloria, "a 
very good idea how wonderful you 

are!" 

It was one of those fine points 
whmh young peopl # -1 who ha\»- loved : 
each other not over a week delight in • 
arguing. 

"I wonder—I wonder if you know 


Otto Brown is known to the police 
as Eddie the Dude, and he’s wanted 
■ in Chicago for a n#.*at little Job of 
forgery." 

I "You He." said Otto in a hard, 

| strain»-d voice. 

"I do, hey? Then r#'ad this!" 1’ig- 
gen sticker's eym glittered unpleas- , 
antly, and he thrust forward a tele- 1 
gram. "I suspected you from the j 
first—when you told me you were in 
tho steel business and had an otlic#' 
in tho Babylon Building. So last 
night I wired my Chicago agent to 
lo«>k you up, and here’s his r#'ply: 
‘No such person in Babylon building 
nor in Chicago business directory.’ 
There!” ho cried triumphantly. "Now 
what have you got to say?’’ 

Otto's face had gotio pale, and his 
fists were clenched tightly. He 
longed to strke ths man a smash¬ 
ing blow, yet some calm voice in his 
enraged soul was whispering that he 
must play tho gentleman to the end. 

"It’s a vile frame-up,’’ he said 
chokingly. "And I’m going to hold 
you responsible for it.” He glared 
threateningly at Piggensticker. 

"Come along.” interrupted the de- j 
teotive; "no more arguing, there." 

"But this charge is ridiculous. I . 
tell you my name is Brown. Oh— I 
it's all too ridiculous! You can’t ar- I 
rest inc—” 

• "I’ll take a chance on ft," snapped ’ 
! Daggett. "You’re a pretty slick j 

I ! worker, but you're nut goin’ to get | 
away from me. 

Otto was vaguely conscious of a f 
ring of staring faces about him. As 
| if from afar came the rasping voice | 
I of Mr. Topper, :he assistant manager. 

■ The evidence is ail against you— 

; picas# go quietly." he was pleading, 
j "Think of the reputation of the 1 

■ hotel!" 

; "You can’t arrest me." muttered 
th«? harber of the Seville, sick with 
the thought of the disgrace the affair j 
. ha«l brought upon Gloria. "You I 
| can’t arrest me!" His mind was 
1 working quickly, however. If this ; 
mistake in identity could be explain- • 
e«l without exposing who he really ; 
r was— 

i * * * * 


tad believed In him—who had, briefly, 
.w-rhaps, loved him. He cursed him¬ 
self for the unhappiness, th#: disgrace 
ne had brought upon her. What a 
fool he had been. 

* * 

PA1I1-: a knock on the door. It was 
^ a bellboy, and behind him a por¬ 
ter. come, for the trunk. 

"Did you get a car*.”’ 

"It’s waiting at the door sir." 

"Mind you—I don't want to bo 
seen," eaid Otto. "Can’t we go down 
by the freight elevatorV” 

"Certainly, sir—come with in* 4 ." 

A dilapidated automobile, of the 
sort that is used to convey guests to 
and from the railroad station at 
French Springs, stood panting at the 
side entrance of the hotel. As th#? 
bellboy stepped out of the freight 
elevator, he looked cautiously about 

"No one in sight," he answered 
curtly. For having Mr. Brown’s final 
tip in his pocket, he was now free to 
leave off the "sir.” That meant the 
end of Otto's career as a gentleman, 
but Otto was in no mood to notice it— 
or to care. He had lost, in the last 
hour, the only thing that mattered in 
life. . . . 

But as he emerged stealthily from 
the freight elevator and listlessly 
shuffled around the corner toward the 
door, a running figure hurleil itself 


! at him. and he felt Gloria Ix'e’s arms 
, tight about his ncclr. 

"You can't go away like this." she 
was saying breathlessly in his ear. 

! "You can't! i know—1 don't care!" 

And then it was that an amazing 
thing happened. Gloria l>ec' arm / 
dung more tightly to him and .*-1 
whispered something in his car. 

"1 didn't hear—" He bent closer. 

"I’m not an heiress—I don’t know 
who started that story. I didn’t d#ry 
it because—well, because it was me. 
having people think I was an heir- 
I css." 

A strange light was breaking It 
! the young man s eyes. ‘Tint—Rich 
i mond?” he asked, his voice a trill- 
I unsteady. 

“Oh, I live in Richmond, all right. 

I I’m a manicuress In the Si. G©org» 
Hotel, there. All my life I’ve dreamed 
1 of taking a vacation like a lady, 

; and I—" 

But his lips stopped the rest of her 
confession. A minute that was a rap¬ 
turous #*entury swept by. 

"Say." announced the bellboy, after 
a perfunctory cough. Your car’s 
waitin’." 

The barber of the Seville looked up 
slowly, and on his face was an ex¬ 
pression of great happiness. 

"Tell him.” he said, "to wait.” 

(Copyrifht. 1924.) • 


Following Impulse 


how- much I love you?" 

Gloria raised her eyes swiftly to 
his. and the expression he saw in 
them must have been extrem# ly grat¬ 
ifying to hirn. 

• f want to be finding that out." she 
said softly, "all my life." She broke 
#*ff suddenly. Several people were 
approaching Daggett, the house de- 


Mrs. Bumble's concern was reading a 
not#? which had just come down to 
him from Miss Lee's room. "Will you 
meet me,” said the fashionable 
scrawl in the note, "out under the 
trees at 5 o’clock?—G. L.” 

With a smile, young Mr. Brown 
loldod the note and carefully tucked 
it away in a pocket of his dinner 
jacket. Then he glanced at hi 3 watch. 
:t lacked 20 minutes of 9 o'clock. 
Flicking his cigarette into a conven¬ 
ient ash receiver, he ros#-, sauntered 
leisurely across the lobby and made 
h graceful exit. Numerous feminine 
eyes followed him, and a blond young 
man, sitting alone in a corner be¬ 
hind some palms, glared after him 
jealously. 

The night was warm with the soft, 
fragrant air of late April. Over the 
scraggly top of an elm tree the thin 
rim of a new moon hung poised, and 
to the young man pacing the dewy 
lawn and glancing from time to time 


A Plant Enemy of Man. 

PLANT that is often fatal to 
animal life, not on account of 
any poisonous qualities, but because 
< f the penetrating effect of its sliarjv 
harbed seed vessels, is always of 
great interest, not only to botanists, 
but to scientists in general. 

In South America, chiefly in the 
rant plain that extends from Pata¬ 
gonia up to Bahia Blanco, and also 
in the province of Santa Fe and In 
I ruguay, there are large grasses 
4 hat grow in the Spring and whose 
misdeeds have been exposed by many 
investigators. 

These grasses have a fruit about 
three inches long, made up of three 
parts—first, a short, basal portion 
farmed of a conical axis, with a very 
sharp point covered with sharp, stiff 
hairs directed backward: second, al 
cylindrical part formed of a mem- j 
bran© inclosing the p#*eds, and, third. . 
a shaft like an arrow. 

Ml the Stipas of South America! 
hav.- these arrows, which, when the 
wind blows, strike people in the face 
and hands and produce very painful - 
wounds. They are so abundant that 
they adhere to tho fences, forming ' 
continuous fringe miles in length . 
i.nd giving the illusion of vast lines ' 
of foam. A man may g-et rid of the . 
oarts that light on his beard, hair ! 
•*r clothes; but if he neglects to i 
Muck them eff at onoe they pone- j 
tv-ate to the skin, even through the' 
thickest of garments. If an attempt 1 
is then made to withdraw them they j 
break, and tho seed remains embed- I 
ded in th»- flesh, being removed with 
great difficulty. 

In any case, although a man may • 
Jf-Titcnd successfully against them. ! 
i.-imaJs are unable to do so, and the j 
•he# p that arc bred in such numbers j 
#>.! rlic pampas are their chief vie- 1 
L.ms. The darts of the Stipa pene- j 
f'*ate their eyeballs and blind them, i 
»o that, no longer being able to find j 
their way about, they die of hunger 
and thirst. Tho seeds also form amid ( 
the hair of the feet and over th© 
whole skin surface a mass of sharp 
points. which every movement 
pushes farther into the flesh, giving 
/iac to ulcers, to which the animal 
generally succumbs. 

The darts also pen crate into tho 
•a*ivary glands of herbivorous ani- 
Wials. (there they accumulate In great 
"*.as»e^. These form especially under 
i.ad topguc, where Ch*»y render difll- 
<r-a!*ae niov-rsxmnt tho organ and 
nnr taking of food. \ J 

The genus Stlpa is disseminated ' 
throughout warm and temperate re¬ 
gions. but it i« rarely found in Eu- 
-ope or America. There are about 
iuG species, of which four ar© found 
In France, but as these grasses are , 
4 rt*er out by cultivation, they arc 
paMean found in gardens and fields, 
not at all dangerous to emt- 


persuasion and money cajoled the 
proprietor into renting him a com¬ 
plete outfit, from crop to boots. 

* * * * 

TO BE a gentl#*man for three weeks. 
*■ To rise from liis white-tiled 
world of razors and shampoos and 
clippers. To live like a millionaire— 
playing golf with the sort of people 
he had always shaved! What an ad¬ 
venture! 

He wired the Corona Hotel to re¬ 
serve a room, and in late April de¬ 
parted, with a high heart and a 
quantity of luggage, for French 
Springs. 

On the very day that Otto Brown, 
gentleman, embarked upon his adven¬ 
ture-, a sleek young man named Ed 
Blckles, known to the police as Eddie 
the Dude, completed in Chicago a 
clever job of forgery. The amount 
involved was something over $30,000, 
and before any one could so much as 
raise an outcry Eddie the Dude had 
disappeared. 

As is customary in sueh cases, no 
trace of the fugitive was found, but 
it was the belief of those worthies 
who wear derby hats and thick-soled 
shoes and smoke cigars around po¬ 
lice headquarters that he had headed 
down into Indiana. 

Existence at French Springs was 
for Otto Brown a gay-patterned tap¬ 
estry of pleasur#\ Each evening as 
he dressed for dinner and sauntered 
down the glittering lobby of the Co¬ 
rona Ilotol he felt himself potentially 
a prince of the realm. Midwestern 
millionaires and their wives and 
daughters, who knew him merely as 
Mr. Brown, a pleasant—and sup- 
supposedly wealthy—young man from 


cd him as an inferior, and oi 
th* - presence of Gloria and som* 
others, Felix contemptuously ask# #i 
what business Mr. Brown was in—in 
Chicago. Otto, of course, had schooled 
himself for emergencies of this sort, 
and replied promptly that h# was in 
the steel business, feeling that this 
was no grave untruth since th»» tools 
in his profession were made of steel. 
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signal# #1 frantically, and I>aggett 
tipped his soft hat over one eye and 
sauntered leisurely across to the 
desk. 

Felix Pigg**nsticker could not from 
whore lie sat h# ar w hat the night 
clerk s#ul to Daggett, but ho saw 
Dagger* iak»* up the- telegram, r'-ad 
it, #-ock liis hat over tho other eye and 


Where, the rnan from Kalamazoo read It again. Whereupon Felix arose 


then demanded, was Mr. Brown s of¬ 
fice? Being prepared for this, to.., 
Otto carelessly named the largest 
office building in tho city. II#* had 
an unpleasant intuition that Bigg# n- 
stickcr suspected him; and when, a 
second later, Piggenstlcker asked 
what floor his office was on, our bar¬ 
ber knew that war had been de¬ 
clared. 

"If you," h© said, coldly, "are so i 
anxious to know about my affairs, 
who don't you go up to my office j 
some time and make a thorough in¬ 
quiry.” 

It was a bold stroke, of course, but 
temporarily victory was his. 


THEY DANCED 
EVERY 
REMAININ'. 

DANCE 

TOGETHER. 


nd approached the (l*-sk. 

"What's up?” he asked. 

oi«l Gubb. who was over deferen¬ 
tial to wealth, bovre.l. 

"A telegram. Mr. Piggensticker," 
lie replied, "from the chief <*f police 
in Chicago. It *-eeins that a crook 
named Ed Bickels—Eddie the Dude— 
is probably her#*. It appears he’s in 
the habit of stopping at good hotels, 
posing a.*; a gentleman." 

"Let’s sec* the t#*legram.” suggested 
Felix. Dagg.-tt handed it to him. 

"Description: Av»-rage height, well 
dressed, weight about hundred fifty, 
black liair. gray eyes, regular fea¬ 
tures.’ As h© finished reading, a 


nd us he discovered that he was still 
holding Glorias hand, released it 
with a slight flush of embarrassment. 
I»aggitt the sl».uth halted directly in 
front of him. 

"Ed. Bickels.** ho announced dra¬ 
matically. "I arrest you In the name 
of the law." 

"Ed. Bickels?” repeated Otto, step¬ 
ping back a pare. "What is this, a 
practical joke?" 

"You'll see whether It’s a Joke or 
not." replied the house detective 
grimly. "Get your hat an' come with 
me." 

"But I don’t understand. My name 

is Brown.” 

"Yob. The police got your number 
all right, Mr. Eddie the Dude—an' 

you’re cornin’ with roc.” 



i \ T this moment th© main door 
1 swung open to admit a new ar- 
; rival—a breezy, red-cheeked, well 
! dressed young man, followed by a 
; bellboy laden with luggage. 

| “What’s the row?” demanded the 
breezy young man. 

"They’ve nabb»d a crook,” some- 
; body told him. ’That fellow in rid- 
ng clothes.” 

Mr. Raymond Shirley of Chicago, 
i who prided himself on traveling 
• without announcing his movements 
' in th© society columns <*f the news¬ 
papers, craned his neck and caught 
| sight of Otto. Then straightway Mr. 

. Shirley pushed his way through the 
j crowd. 

“Here." ho said, frowning, "what’s 
! the big idea?" 

From th© moment Otto Brown saw 
| tho face coming toward him through 
I the crowd, his spirits dropped and 
! hope died out of his heart. 

"What do you want with this man?” 
demanded Mr. Shirley crisply. 

"Why—uh," Daggett coughed, "he’s 
a crook—wanted for forgery. 

"Crook—nothing!" exclaimed Mr. 
Shirley. gu#'ss I know Otto, here— 
he’s been my barber in Chicago for 
tho last five years—at th© Seville in 
Chicago!" 

There was a startled gasp from 
the crowd, and Mr. Shirley, who felt 
that he had heroically saved a diffi¬ 
cult situation, heard a fat woman 
with henna-ed hair say sniffingly: "A 
barber! My dear, did you ever hear 
of such a thing! Why, I'd almost 
rather he’d turned out to be a crook. 
Come, Annabelle, I always told you 
that young man was no good." 

The crowd seemed to be dispersing, 
ajid Mr. Shirley, suddenly sensing 
tragedy in th© little drama, reached 
out his hand to th© barber of the 



"What does he mean?" It 
frightened cry from Gloria. 

Otto turned to her, and as he was 
about to epc&k, Piggensticker’s voice 
broke In. 

“Gloria,” he said harshly. 


Seville. But the barber of the Seville 
did not see it. He had turned, and 
waa staring dejectedly down at the 
figure of a beautiful, fair-haired girl 
who 6 at huddled In a chair, weeping. 

When his trunk had been strapped 
and the last bit of wearing apparel 
tossed with almost frantic haste into 
the traveling bags, Otto Brown stood 
up and passed a trembling hand 
across his eyes. Even yet he was a 
bit bewildered, but through the chaos 
of his thoughts certain facts im¬ 
pressed themselves upon him cruelly. 
His house of cards had crumbled 
about him, the glamour had faded 
from his great adventure, and he was 
once again Otto the barber. That 
[ was not, of OS aw , ths bitterest thing. 


sorry—bat this man you believe to %*4 R was tho thought of Gloria Lee, who 


BY J. A. WALDRON. 

ii T WONDER, dearest, if you will 
ever marry anv of your suitors?’ 

"I wonder!" 

The query was Fatienee Crystal’s. 
The echo was Beatrice Denham’s. 

"You don’t seem to like Den by Dar- 
rall.” 

"No. Erokers arc queer—too sophis¬ 
ticated. Denby mixes business with 
sentiment, and his sentiment has the 
odor of the cabaret." 

"Well, what is the matter with the 
Rev. Clarence Chubb©? A hand some- 
man, with a fine charge, popular, and 
all that." 

"But with a very limited viewpoint. 
And do you think you could tell from 
the grounds in a teacup th© fortune 
of an ’outsider' who might marry into 
th© church? Every blessed single 
woman in his congregation has marked 
him for her own, with the prejudice 
of every mother to the same end. Be¬ 
sides, the Rev. Clarence has already 
hinted as to the groat work he could 
do—with money." 

"You surely like Ballard Baldwyn. 
I’ve seen that, dearest.” 

“Who couldn’t like a man about 
town? T mean as an occasional diver¬ 
sion. Ballard is like a cocktail, stimu¬ 
lating for the moment. And he tells 
such amusing stories. And he has all 
th© graces that gild attention. But 
he is like some professional actors. He 
overplays his role. As a steady thing 
I am afraid he would be an affliction, 
dear." 

"Ar© you really interested in any 
one? You have so many! How about 
the Hon. Percival Ponsonby-Bagge? 
What a great social opportunity he 
offers! And how eagerly many women 
would grasp It! Come, dearest, enn- 
fl.ie in me. Has he been at all sen¬ 
timental?” 

"Quite. But I’ve parried. I want 
to see a little more of him." 

"Then you have a tendency • • 

"He amuses me. If I should marry 
him it would be out of sheer curiosity.” 

"A feminine failing, but matrimony 
soon satisfies it" 

Beatrice laughed. "But mine Is non- 
essential. It’s only a curiosity to dis¬ 
cover whether the Hon. Percival Pon¬ 
sonby-Bagge ever discards his mon¬ 
ocle." 

"What a trlfler you are! I don’t be¬ 
lieve it. You'll marry him yet,” An 
auto h#>m sounded. "Hero he is now!” 
And Patience, after a glance to the 
roadway, went toward the hall, while 
Beatrice for a moment sought a mir¬ 
ror. 

4 * * * 

«THE Hon. Percival was a week end 
guest. It was his first visit to 
Glory Grange, though he had been a 
caller at Beatrice’s town house. He 
came in looking a bit upset as Beatrice 
met him. 

"Aw-aw—is your chauffeur a racing 
man?" he asked, with a smile, after 
greetings. 

"Oh, that wasn’t my chauffeur, who 
is ill. That’s John Uudd. One of the 
family. Why? 

"Aw-aw-aw—I say! But he did 
come along! At various points along 
the way I really thought I should 
bounce out of the tonneau, don’tcliu- 
know!" And the Hon. Percival in¬ 
dulged something as near a smile as 
his habit permitted. His most pro¬ 
nounced demonstrations of mirth 
sounded like normal preliminaries to 
merriment, 

Beatrice had been widowed two 
years. She was all that any suitor 
could wish. She was a beauty, and in 
a monetary sense a capital prize. Some¬ 
thing significant of her temperament 
was seen in a clause in John Den¬ 
ham’s will, which left her his all with¬ 
out qualification. He had enriched her, 
as h© said in that instrument, because 
she had mad© him happy. He was old 
and she was young, and they had been 
rnarrie#! three years. Glory Grange, a 
magnificent country place, half castle 
and half chateau, was but a part of 
her holdings. 

Patience Crystal, Beatrice’s aunt 
and companion, was a handsome spin¬ 
ster who had let matrimonial chances 
slip from sheer timidity. And the 
longer she studied matrimonial vari¬ 
ations about her the more satisfied 
she seemed with her state. Yet sh© 
assiduously spurred Beatrice toward 
matrimony. 

John Rudd, substitute chauffeur and 
"ono of the family," had been John 
Denham’s favorite nephew. He was 
a polytechnic graduate, and had sur¬ 
veyed. landscaped and in mechanical 
details brought Glory Grange to a 
state r>f perfection. He could teat 
DenbwDarrall at golf, and invariably 
humilitated the Rev. Clarence Chubbo 
at tennis, the clergyman's only spor¬ 
tive dissipation. And he was as en¬ 
tertaining as Ballard Baldwyn. With 
all the rest Rudd was a delight to 
the eye, and when that evening he 
led a successful gam© of bridge 
against the distinguished guest. Pa¬ 
tience thought that if such a young 


man had crossed her path when fih© 
was younger she should have fol- 
: lowed him, no matter where he led. 

•4# * * * 

IX the morning Bc-atri#'© and her vis- 
* itor took a hors#:back rid© over 
1 the estate, and they were together 
murt of the time until his dopartur^ 

| His poise was always faultless, and 
his monocle always in place. His talk 
was large, befitting a cosmopolite 
and sentimentally gracious and stim¬ 
ulating, a? of on© who knew women. 

! "You will come again?” Beatrice 
asked, as he prepared to go 

“Why should I rot? Aw-aw—It’s 
delightful here! Aw-aw—who drives 
me to the station, if you don’t mind?” 

"Oh, th© regular chauffeur this 

time.” 

"Ripping!" he exclaimed. And off 
he went. 

Patience followed Eeatrice into the 
, library, where John Rudd sat be¬ 
hind a screen, reading. “Well, dear- 
1 est.” asked Patience, "have you any¬ 
thing to tell me?” 

John Rudd fidgeted as h© listened 
and came out- Beatrice did not sec 
him. 

“Yes, I’m tired of this fluttering 
from bush to bush. There’s only on© 
man I care for. I d marry him in a 
1 minute if ho hadn't a jealous dispo-/ 
, sition. I despise a jealous rnan!” 

“Which one is it? Who is he'*” 

• Patience was so curious she didn't 
j consider Rudd an interloper. 

"John Rudd." 

In a moment Rudd had her in his 
arms. "Vm not jealous,” he cried, 
kissing her. 

Beatrice released herself, blazing. 
"Then why did you drive the Hon. 

) Percival Ponsonby-Bagge from the 
station as though y*»u wanted u 
I drop him on th© way7' ^ 

Rudd laughed. *T just wanted to 
! see if I could loosen his monocle!” 

"Well, did you?” 

| "Loosen it? Why. he lost it. and 
I had to stop till he found it!" 

Patience, happily shocked, fled as 
they laughed and kissed together. 

lOTJTight. 1924.) 


Pythons Sold by Yard 

TITHEN shows and museums find It 
necessary to replenish their 
stock of pythons and boas they usu¬ 
ally hav© to buy them by th© yard < 
according to Popular Mechanics. New 
York forms th© center of the snake- 
importing industry in America, and 
each year raon go from there t«> 
Africa, India, Sumatra and South 
America, returning in th© Spring with 
hundreds of th© big reptiles. A seven- 
foot python caji b#> had for about $ 20 , 
according to snake dealers, while a 
length of 25 feet—found in the regal 
specimens from Sumatra—runs the 
price up to $600 or $700. Boas com© 
smaller. Sixteen feet is said to be 
tho maximum at an age of 8 or ^ 
years. In price these also start at 
about $20 and run as high as $200. 


Sulphur Stone. 

O AND STONE is of little value as a 
^ building material, as it will not 
stand pressure in excess of soruo 
8,000 pounds per square inch. Recent 
experiments made by the United 
States Board of Standards indicate 4 a 
cheap method of making sandstone 
as strong as gTanite. The ston© is 
cut, then 6 oaked in melted sulphur 
for several hours. The sulphur per¬ 
meates th© structure, and, when cold, 
blocks will stand a prossure of 30,- 
000 pounds compression. Tests for 
i weathering qualities are still In 
j progress, but initial results arc re- 
1 ported to b© extremely favorable. 


Spider Webs on Hats. 

CPIDER WEBS arc reported to have 
^ been prepared successfully by a 
European collector for trimmings for 
women’s hat-.**, handbags, cushions 
and othor articlea The webs, says 
Popular Mechanics, are first tran* 
ferred to gummed cards and thqjh 
treated with chemicals to give them 
strength and to make them water¬ 
proof. They arc then placed on tho 
cloth background like silken threads. 
As a full-grown spider can spin a 
new web in about an hour, a constant 
supply of tho material is easily ob- 
j tained. 


Illuminated Watch. 


A MAN of St. Louis, Mo., has a 
watch in which th© numerals of 
the face have been replaced with tiny 
photographs of the members of his 
family. He himself is 1 o’clock, his 
wife is 2 o’clock, his oldest child Is 
3 o'clock and th© other figures ar© 
covered by the pictures of th© .re¬ 
mainder of bis 10 children, 12 o'clock 
being the baby of tho family 
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